CHAPTER SEVENTEENTH
Through Devotion to my Friend, I Jeopardize my Reputation __I Own a Baby on Shares — Miss Western's
Pathetic Speech.
I   HAD at that time a friend — a rare possession that    "The  ideal  of friendship,"  says  Madame Switchine, " is to feel as one while remaining two," which is a precise description of the condition of mind and feeling of Mrs. Mollie Ogden and myself.   She did not act, but her husband did, and I saw her every nig-ht, nearly every morning, and when  work permitted   we visited one another in the afternoons.    There was but one kind of cake on the market that I liked, and that cake, with coffee, was always offered for my refreshment when I was her guest.    When she was mine the festal board was furnished forth with green tea, of which she was inordinately fond, and oysters stewed in their own can and served in two mugs; the one announcing", in ostentatious gold letters, that I was " a good girl,** was naturally at the service of my guest, while the plain stone-china affair, from the toilet-table, answered   rny purposes.   With what happy eagerness we prepared for those absurd banquets, which we heartily enjoyed, since we were boarders, and always hungry — and how   we talked!   Of what?   Why, good heaven!  did I not hold a membership in the library, and were we not both lightning-quick readers?    Why, we had the whole library to talk over; besides, there was the country to save! and as Mollie didn't really know one party from the other^ she felt herself particularly fitted for the task of settling-public questions.
Then, suddenly, she began to expect another visitor
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